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that Scandinavia or any other foreign land could send
to Melting Pot America. The old man said, " Yeah,
it was tough. It was a tough break for Floyd, a lousy
break considering how young he was and what he
would have done, but there's nothing anybody can do
about it now."

These words were colloquial, but it occurred to me
that Epictetus had not said it any better. Paul mourns
his son, but with no sloppy nonsense. Maurice Rose
told me that on the day of the operation, in the
autumn of 1936, Floyd Olson's young daughter was
on her knees in an agony of wet, streaming tears and
supplication, crying, " Please, God, don't do this to my
father! Don't do it, God! Don'* do it I"

"But from the moment Floyd died, and she was
told he was dead," Maurice added, " the kid never let
out a whimper/'

In the placid shadow of the old man's, the grand-
father's, great stone face I could easily believe it.

Some hours later and some hundred miles away, at
St Olaf's College, in Northfield, home of the famous
Norwegian Lutheran Choir, I was looking into another
face carved from the side of a granite mountain, but
shadowed by no grief. It was that of Dr F. Melius
Christiansen, composer and director of the Choir.
Another Horatio Alger hero, by the way, this Doctor
of Music and conductor of chorales. His ancestors
had been blacksmiths back in Norway, and his father
had been a mechanic* This Norwegian-American
college, co-educational, with some thousand young
students of Norwegian-American stock from all parts
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